THE   QUESTING   BEAST
Also this winter there took place the famous by-election
in Smethwick, where Oswald Mosley was the Labour
candidate. I say " famous " because at the time it created
a great stir and was about the dirtiest election that had
been known for years. The newspapers set themselves the
task of vilifying Oswald Mosley and his wife to such an
extent that the whole Labour movement was -roused in
earnest, and Socialist propagandists of their own accord
poured into the constituency, some of them who could not
afford the fare walking from many miles distant. Every
speech made by either husband or wife was turned and
twisted; every dress Lady Cynthia had on was either
described as " studded in diamonds" or of " fabulous
expense." I was so indignant that I also went to
Smethwick, where, I read, Oswald Mosley was drinking
champagne with every meal. When I entered the hotel
where he and his supporters were lunching I had to pass
the Press table to reach him, and approaching, I called
out: "Hallo, where's the champagne? " The next day
one newspaper came out with the information that as soon
as I arrived I called for champagne.
So great was the concentration of speakers that on the
last three days of the fight the Labour Party kept an open-
air platform going without a break from ten in the morn-
ing till ten at night. Those uncertain voters who read
the tripe Oswald Mosley was supposed to have spoken
flocked to the meetings and listened. The following day
they read the reports and, realizing the absolute inaccuracy,
decided to vote for the man who was being treated in such
an unfair manner. Birmingham Fascists came over to help
the Tory, and the tales of riotous meetings were so'ex-
aggerated that on the polling day, when the Tory candidate
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